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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

THE TARTAR 

When the victorious general, Ching Wu, 
Had overthrown the Tartars, and their chief 
Made captive, he reproached him bitterly 
For having gone to war without a cause. 
The Tartar answered : "Were our country yours, 
And China ours, you would make war on us." 

THE WINDMILL 

The exquisite painter Ko-tsu was often reproached 
by an industrious friend for his fits of idleness. At last 
he excused himself by saying, "You are a watermill — a 
windmill can only grind when the wind blows." 

THE TURRET 

Millions of years ago, on another planet far off where 
different constellations hang, once a poet, forgetting 
sorrow, walked in summer along a white cliff high above 
the sea with a boy beside him. And the boy said, "There 
in that house, before I lost my father and fell into pov- 
erty, formerly I lived, and in that turret with its little 
window I passed happy hours." And as he listened the 
poet felt deep in his heart a mystic pain such as he had 
never felt in looking back upon the lost palaces of his 
own youth. Afterwards the boy was drowned at sea, 
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